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from head to foot—sought vainly to keep his men in step by blowing on a whistle.
The Greeks adored processions, and as we progressed they grew ever longer, noisier and more fantastic. All Greece, it seemed to us, became one continuous roaring, flag-waving, banner-bearing procession. Everybody who could walk joined in; little girls in blue and white caps, singing happily, and small boys with German grenades strapped to their belts.
In Patras, that night, Klaras intoxicated the only too susceptible crowds with his oratory till they began to chant in orgiastic rhythm: "Aris, Aris." He could have incited them to any atrocities, I felt, but for the restraint of our khaki. When he had finished, amid a storm of cheers, I pushed my way into the Elas building to obtain an audience of the great man. Although he was said to be an Anglophobe he was genially expansive to me, after I had shoved my way into his presence through crowded corridors.
He told me that he was forty, was born in Roumeli and had formerly been a journalist. Klaras claimed to be the first man in Greece to become an Andarte against the Germans—in November 1941.
All the while the white-handled knife fascinated me. Finally, I asked him its history. He fondled it lovingly. " It was a German war gift," he said with a ghoulish chuckle that implied a sticky end for its owner.
Klaras died in June of the following year in barbarous and slightly obscure circumstances. The one certainty is that his bearded head, severed from its body, was exposed on a pole in the main square at Trikhala in Thessaly, a charming survival of medieval custom. He had refused to hand over his arms in the agreement which ended the civil war in February of that year and, with 100 followers, took to the mountains again. At first it was said that he had been killed by the Greek National Guards, but later that he had taken his own life with a hand-grenade.
It is not easy to sift the precise truth about this man, surrounded with bloody legends. This much is plain: that he was one of those little Caesars whose conceit and craving for power cause such unmitigated misery in this world.er, wearing his old Greek uniform—the only person whose clothing matchedvt r* v\ •» s\\ykat was the world waiting to learn? Surely that         copy "queucing up" for its turn on the radio to ]
